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an accident in the present state of the atmo-
sphere is the worst part of it. People and things
should make a point of going smoothly at this
season. I excused myself going in to dinner,
and we have no company of course, this week.
The servants, English and native, all hate
Barrackpore, and Mars walked in yesterday
morning to say that he thought it right to tell
me that he could not and would not bear the
heat of his room any longer, and that Wright
was just the same about hers. I told him I
quite agreed with him, and that I also could
not and would not bear it, but that I did* not
exactly sec how we were to help ourselves.
He said he did not see either and walked off
again. However, I went downstairs with Cap-
tain ------ and suggested putting thatched mat

all along the side of their rooms, which met
with their approbation, and they do not mind
the darkness. It certainly was a shame to*top
Lord Wellesley when he was running up another
good Government House at Barrackpore and to
stop the finish of this provisional house. As it
is, there are no glass windows in the lower
storey, and I only wonder the servants can bear
the heat so well as they do ; and then, as there